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Happy Miracle Strides 
Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine de Hueck 


He was of medium height, with a head of thick iron 
grey hair that made him look distinguished. There was 
about him an air of authority, a clerical air that made 
me stand up, when he came through the Blue Door and 
entered our warm library, shaking off the snow that had 
covered his well tailored coat rather thickly. 


Yet he was dressed in ordinary clothing. Somehow 


he p 


uzzled me. For a moment. That moment vanished 


when he introduced himself as the rector of a Unitarian 


Church in a big western town. He said his 


reason for 


coming to see me was the desire of his congregation to 
have me lecture to them on “Christianity and Interracial 


Justice.” 
Feeling Of Despair 

While we were discussing 
dates, fees, and all the mat- 
ters pertaining to such a 
transaction, the sadness of 
his eyes held me. There was 
in them a pain I could not 
define. But, somehow, it 
called out to me in a sound- 
less voice that brought al- 
most despair into our peace- 
ful library. : 

We setttled the details of 
the talk. He assured me that 
I was free to speak in my 
own “Catholic” fashion. He 
said that his congregation, 
in fact, was particularly in- 
terested in the CATHOLIC 
approach to this vital topic. 
The lecture would be an 
“open one”; that is, it would 
take place in a hired hall 
“with admission open to the 
general public.” We invited 
him to stay for supper, but 
he refused, saying he had a 
train to catch. 

As I escorted him to the 
door, once more the feeling 
of sadness got hold of me. 
Once more I shook it off. 

In due course of time, my 
lecture tour brought me to 
his city and to his congre- 
gation. 

Mindful of his injunction, 
in utter simplicity, I pre- 
sented the full Catholic 
point of view on the subject 
matter. The lecture was well 
received. Many were the 
questions asked. Great in- 
terest was exhibited about 
‘other tenets of our Faith, 
finally the meeting came to 
an.end and the Rev. Minister 
and his wife, took me to 
their home, the hospitality 
of which they had so gra- 
ciouly extended to me be- 
forehand. 

Something On His Mind 

After a light lunch, his 
wife retired, and he asked 
me if I minded coming into 
his study for a little chat. 
There was, he said, some- 
thing on his mind he wanted 
to ask me about. Gladly I 
accepted. | 

The study was lined with 
books. The table was that 
of a man who reads and 
studies. Notes covered its 
surface. Books with odd book 
marks overflowed onto 
chairs and even onto the 
floor. The furniture was 
utilitarian but comfortable. 
I sat in a big leather arm 
chair beneath a _ shaded 
light, he facing me, by the 





desk on a hard swivel chair. 

I waited expectantly for 
his questions. But silence 
greeted me, and enveloped 
me. A strange disturbing, 
sad silence, that somehow 
I could not break. 

I waited for him to speak. 
But he remained silent and 
motionless, as if lost in 
thoughts that took him far, 
far away. 

The_ silence thickened. 
Then became heavy, as if 
pregnant with expectation, 
mingled with darkness and 
fears. I began to pray to 
Mary for grace, and strength 
to endure this strange, long 
silence. 

He Tells A Story 

Suddenly it was broken by 
him with a sob and a cry 
wrung out of the depth of 
his heart. 

Like a wounded man he 
fell on his knee, and whis- 
pered, that perhaps in a 
minute I would run out of 
the room and out from his 
house. . in horror and 
loathing. For he was an ex- 
priest. Yes . . . an ex-priest. 

Time stood still, and sil- 
ence entered again. But now 
it was the silence of utter 
pity, of compassion, of love. 
Slowly I arose and gave him 
my hand and calling him 
“Father,” made him sit 
again in his hard_ swivel 
chair, then talked slowly, 
quietly of Peter and Paul... 
of God’s mercy, and the fact 
that there was no such thing 
as an ex-priest. For a priest 
is a priest forever, no matter 
what he has done. 

I added that though~ he 
did not know it, he had 
passed through our Blue 
Door, painted blue in honor 
of Our Lady, and that ANY- 
ONE WHO DID SO GOT 
HER BLESSING. 

And Now A Trappist 

The next day I left. Years 
passed. We of Friendship 
House were daily praying 
for “a special intention,” 
though I alone knew that 
the “intention” was for the 
lost shepherd. 

One day a thin, -white- 
headed man came through 
the Blue Door. His face 
seemed familiar. He was 
dressed in the black of the 
Catholic Clergy. There was 
in his eyes such a serenity 
and peace that I stood stock 
still with my hand extended 
in greeting for a whole min- 








ute or two. Then he smiled 
a slow, slightly sad smile... 
and I knew him and called 
out his name. 

It was he. He had come 
specially to get the blessing 
of Mary and Her Blue Door 
before leaving for one of her 
monasteries.. She is loved 
there under many names. 
But he called her OUR 
LADY OF LA TRAPP, for 
it was with her sons, the 
Trappists, that he would 
spend all his remaining 
days. 

He blessed us and went, 
for the last time, through 
our Blue Door. A shepherd 
who had left the midst. 

I leaned against the door, 
and watched him go down 
the street. 

And I then turned, impul- 
sively, and kissed the wood 
of that door . . . to the as- 


tonishment of many child- 
ren playing in the street. 
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phical trends of peoples are 
called lovers of wisdom. 

They are few. But they are 
powerful. Of themselves they 
are powerful. 

Most men, the people, are 
powerful only in 
They are the followers. They 
fight well. They are individ- 
uals. 

Though a man of _ the 
people may not be a power- 
ful thinker — he too has an 
instinctive love and desire 
for truth. He too can recog- 
nize truth through his mind. 
He must be guided by men 
who have acquired truth. 
But of himself, he too is re- 
ceptive and eager for. the 
thought, the knowledge, the 
verities that give him a pur- 
pose in life. 

His purpose is to fight! 

When he is steeped in 
truth, when he seeks it, and 
believes it completely. then 
he is a fighter — a_ good 
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The destiny of the world 
is shaped by the philosophy 
of men. 

Great men think — they 
think well. Sometimes they 
discover truth — for this is 
what all men seek. Some- 
times they sieze on _ that 
which is not true—for truth 
is sometimes hidden, some- 
times easily evaded; some- 
times brushed aside as 
worthless because it is in- 
convenient to men of selfish 
desires. Sometimes truth is 
denied through malice, 
sometimes through ignor- 
ance. And sometimes truth 
is discovered and held high 
and fought for and lived for 
and died for. Sometimes it 
is held high and mocked and 
spat upon. Sometimes it is 
crucified. 

The Spawn of Thought 

But always, the events in 
the history of the world are 
the offspring of the thoughts 
and deires of men. 

The men who think well, 
who influence the philoso- 





‘fighter. But he must believe 


in it completely. If he only 
half believes, he fights only 
half-heartedly. When ‘he 
doesn’t care whether he be- 
lieves or not, he doesn’t fight 
at all and life is meaningless 
for him. There is only one 
tragedy greater than that cf 
a man-with a meaningless 
life — it is that of a man who 
does not even know his life 
is meaningless. 
To Think And To Love 

To love — that is to live a 
life of deep meaning. Love 
is the purpose of life. Man 
is created of love, to love. 

Man is created of God — 
Who is Love. Man is created 
in His image. Therefore, man 
is created to love. 

Christ, Who is God, is 
Truth. Christ said “I am the 
Way, the TRUTH, and the 
Life.” Therefore, to love 
truth, is to love the teaching 
of Christ. Christ taught love. 
He lived to teach us love. He 
died to show us that He 
loved. . 

To not love, is to live with- 
out knowing life. Pity the 
man who knows not why he 
lives — who knows not how 
to love. 


There are many of them. 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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We who live in Madonna 
House often wonder about 
the young men and women 
who come to visit for a week 
or more, to become part of 
the work for a month or a 
year or so, or to devote their 
lives to our particular form 
of the Lay Apostolate. 

How does it feel to come 
here from, say, Chicago, or 
New York, or St. Louis, or 
Toronto, or some other big 
city, und find only woods and 
hills and second-class roads, 
and a river and a lake or two, 
and no movies, television, 
baseball parks, night clubs, 
or up-to-date — recreational 
facilities of other sorts? 

How does it feel to decide 
that this unique life is the life 
one must lead hereafter, to be 
completely happy? 

Joe Noble, who has chosen 
to cast his lot with us, supplies 
a few answers in this article: 

By Joe Noble 

It was a cold wintry night 
when I first set foot in Com- 
bermere. I had heard of Ma- 
donna House and the work 
being done there, but I was 
a little frightened at the 
thought of being part of 
that work, of passing 
through the doors. that 
would lead me to the “Lay 
Apostolate.” I was born and 
raised in the city. I was 
accustomed to the bright 
lights and all the luxuries 
and amusements and sports 
connected with city life. 

It was around 7.30 o’clock 
when I got off the bus. I 
was amazed at the wilder- 
ness around me. I was driven 
to Madonna House, and met 
a big family of men and 
women dedicated to working 
for Christ. I can say again, 
I was a little frightened. 

I stayed only a few days, 
for I was undecided what 
to do. I returned to the city. 
But it was a strange city. It 
had lost.a lot of its attract- 
iveness. I wanted to know 
more of what went on in 
Madonna House. So I went 
back. 

This time I spent the 
greater part of three weeks, 
eating, drinking, talking, 
and carrying out — to the 
best of my ability—the work 
of Catholic Action. 

It was hard to re-adjust 
city after 
those weeks. I realized, that 
deep down in my heart, 
there was a fervent wish 
that someday I might be 
part of the Madonna House 
family, and a great anxiety 
about how I was going to 
make myself a part of it. 

After a few months I re- 
ceived a letter inviting me 
to return. It was a joyous 
invitation. I hurried back to 
my dear friends. 

On the sixteenth of June 


I got off the same old bus 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


LOVE GOD MADLY ... THERE IS SO LITTLE 
TIME ... is a motto that comes to mind — or should 
— this holy month of November, the month of all the 
saints of heaven. The known or canonized ones... 
the unknown ones... the big and the small... if 
there is such a thing as a small saint. 


For that is what made them saints. They did 
love God madly . . . they did realize that there was so 
little time — to prove it to. Him. Just a little span of 
time from birth to death. That is all. And they used 
that time TO LOVE ... PASSIONATELY . . . MADLY. 
Today they know Him whom they loved, for they 
behold His face forever in the infinite joy of the 
Beatific Vision. 


Oh, how our world today needs their help! 
Their help and that of Mary, Queen of all saints! 
How it needs that help to love God madly. Unless we 
begin to love Him with our whole mind . . . our whole 
heart ... our whole body . . . we shall not see His face 
in eternity . . . nor shall we show His face to others 


here, in time. 


And “show His face to others” we must. That 
is the essence of the only hope left us on this earth 
today. Unless men “see Him in us,” we and they shall 
perish. What are we for, but to clothe the Word with 
the flesh of our own lives? So that the unbeliever may 
see and touch Christ in us, and find faith! So that the 
doubter may listen and be renewed in hope. So that 
the tepid may grow hot, and love; so that the cold may 
be warmed ... and man with his institutions be 
restored to Christ. 


That is the essence of the Lay Apostolate of 
Catholic Action . . . to fall madly in love with God... 
because there is so little time for anything else. Fall 
madly in love with God . . . and burn with the bright 
flame of such a love. 


Burn brightly that we may become a light to 
men’s stumbling feet, so that all the dark corners... 
the frightening crossroads . . . may be illuminated 
by the fire .. . the flame that consumes us. 


Let us pray to the saints. Let us turn our faces 
to the little housewife who lived years ago... and 
loved God madly in the hiddenness of her daily 
chores done perfectly for Him. Let us implore the 
young factory kid of a few years back .. . who can 
teach us to love hiddenness and poverty, borne gal- 
lantly for love’s sake. Let us ask patience from that: 
old granny that lived in a slum room of a big city... 
in the utter loneliness of desolation, sharing Christ’s 
loneliness with understanding love. ~ 


Let us ask the plumber . . . or the carpenter 
. .. who used to live around the corner .. . for forti- 
tude to carry on when all is black. Let us besiege the 
little mother who died in childbirth . . . leaving her 
living brood to Mary, the mother of all men. Let us 
pray to the boy who used to play ball in the vacant 
lot nearby . . . and died with a smile on his lips. 


Let us ask these folks we all know... . and yet 
don’t know .. . to teach us to love God madly .. . to 
show us that we have so little time left to prove our: 
Love to Him. 


Let this November be the sort of prayer, that, 
in its charity, takes in also the Holy Souls, who pas- 
sionately desire to see their hearts’ desire. 


Mary Queen of all Saints .. . show us how to 
love .. . teach us how to pray to you and to all the 
saints that now are of your heavenly household! 


RESTORATION 


November—1952 




















Black type — alas! — is 
rigid, inflexible, sterile, set. 
It imprisons words and 
phrases and sentences on 
white paper. 

If I could make that type 
tremble in the breeze of 
your imagination, if I could 
make it dance and flutter 
and rustle and gambol and 
shiver and sway, and if I 
could change its color as I 
wished — then, perhaps I 
could show you the woods I 
visit daily, the cathedral 
with a million mullioned 
stained-glass windows and a 
billion odd-shaped pulpits 
from which the glory of the 
Lord is preached eternally. 

It’s Up to You 

Let the immovable move, 
anyway! Let the type quiver 
for you, like a young tree in 
the uncouth wind’s embrace 
— or stretch to the outline 
of a mossy rock beneath a 
brooding fir. Or let it float, 
gently, sighing, to the bot- 
tom of the page, as a tired 
leaf falls from a tired tree. 
Then you will see and feel 
and smell October; and, like 
the woods, prepare yourself 
for the advent of winter. 

Today, with a brown dog 
somewhere near me, sniffing 
at this mystery and barking 
at that and making a great 
todo about all the conflict- 
ing and converging smells, 
and with November trudging 
quietly in the dead leaves 
just behind my heels, I noted 
the changes in tree and rock 
and groundhog-hole and 
fern and flower and insect- 
bites and fungus and fern 
and vine and leaf. 

The world is getting ready 
for the snow. 

This grove of poplars now. 
How many times, stationed 
beneath the lowest branches 
of that towering pine, have 
I not feasted on the beauty 
of its young trees? 

They reminded me of 
happy gypsy children in the 
Spring, dancing joyously, 
shaking their green and sil- 
ver leaves like so many love- 
ly tambourines, and making 
a soothing music, a melo- 
dious murmur. 

Poplar Ghost Stories 


Now and then it seemed 
to me the mischievous winds 
told them a few leaf-raising 
ghost stories; for they shiv- 
ered with a scared delight. 
The pines heard the whisp- 
ers too, but they did not 
shiver or shake. Death was 
an old story to them, and 
there was nothing scary in 
it, nothing mysterious, noth- 
ing funny. They merely 
nodded their heavy branches 
in acknowledgment of the 
visit of the wind, and fell 
again to brooding on their 
own particular cares and 
cones. 

A tree must listen to the 
wind, for it has been every- 
where, seen everything, 
touched everything, heard 
everything. And sometimes 
it brings important news. 
adn Be coming,” it says. 
“Wake up, Spring’s coming.” 
“Wild ducks are flying 
back,” it says. “Sorry,” it 
says. “Fire! Coming this way. 
Sorry. Fire!” “Cold today,” 
it says, “colder tomorrow. 
Winter’s on the way.” 
“Rain,” it says. “Stretch out 
your arms and catch a tree- 
ful. Plenty of rain coming 
u Ped 

P Trees Listen, But— 

A tree that never travels 
needs the messages of the 
wind to keep up with the 
world; but it knows that no 
wind ever lingers long 
enough to become a coun- 
seller or friend. 

The poplars thought the 








ill 








wind amusing. They con- 
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sidered it a tease and a flirt 
and a story-teller and a love- 
ly liar. They enjoyed it, and 
they enjoyed the sun, and 
the cool shadows drifting 
down from passing clouds, 
and the caresses of the rain. 
They tugged mightily at the 
earth around their roots, 
and enjoyed that too. It was 
good to feel the earth there, 
solid and strong and cool— 
and full of vitamins. 

They made the woods a 
showplace, a dance hall, a 
night club, those young pop- 
lars; and not even the seri- 
ousness of the evergreens 
could stay their constant 
quest for pleasure. Forever, 
during the Spring and the 
Summer, and even late into 
the Fall, their leaves made 
beautiful mosaics, made 
beautiful patterns of sun- 
shine and shade, made soft 
and stirring music. Forever 


their lithe limbs swayed in]. 


the arms of all the winds, 
and danced to the music of 
their leaves. 

A Change Is Coming 

Today, in the’ grove 
poplars — while the brown 
dog frightened a magnificent 
gray partridge, and was 
frightened by him — I saw 
the first signs of change in 
the young trees. 

Some of their leaves had 
fallen to the earth. Some 
had turned black and shriv- 
elled up. Some had lost their 
fresh cool green and silver 
shades, and had become gold- 
en, sere, and dry. 

Death was not a mere jest 
the winds had __ uttered. 
Death was not a ghost story, 
nor a song that a tree might 
dance to. Death was a real- 
ity, a certainty, a truth that 
would come home — some 
day — to everything that 
lived. 

There was no gayety in 
the poplar grove _ today, 
though the trees still danced. 
There was no gayety any- 
where, though the world had 
never looked so splendid in 
the sun. There was such 
color everywhere that a 
man’s heart swelled with 
wonder. The benignity, the 
wisdom, the skill, the artis- 
try, the might, the love, and 
the nearness of Almighty 
God! 

Showing His Mother 

God was a little boy, I 
thought, showing His ador- 
ing mother the many ex- 
quisite things He had made 
and shaped and _ colored. 
Presently He would cover all 
these things with a beautiful 
white blanket — and change 
them, even as_ they slept, 
into other exquisite things. 

Nothing is lost in the 
world. Nothing really dies, 
not even the trees destroyed 
by raging fires. Nothing is 
lost, and _ everything is 
changed. The dead leaf falls, 
to enrich the soil. The burn- 
ed tree turns to ashes and 
embers and gases and 
smoke. The rotted tree turns 
to chemicals, on which some 
other tree will fatten. 

A tree is much different 
from an animal, I thought, 
preparing for winter weath- 
er. An animal puts on fat 
and fur. A man puts on 
heavy underwear, thick wool- 
len socks, and leather jack- 
ets lined with fleece or fur. 
But a tree gets ready for the 
snow and ice and the fierce 
blasts of the wind by strip- 
ping itself naked. 

The Well-Dressed Tree 


In the summer, strangely 
enough, when men go as 
scantily clad as the law al- 
lows, when dogs shed hair 
and chickens moult, a well- 
dressed tree puts on all the 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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They Knew Him 
In The Breaking 
Of The Bread 


By Catherine Doherty 











In my recent travels, I had 
the joy of participating in a 
High Mass, beautifully sung 
in a convent chapel. Strange- 
ly enough, during the Holy 
Sacrifice, my thoughts turn- 
ed to the Family Apostolate, 
and it came to me how much 
husband and wife could 
learn from such a Mass. And 
how it would help to restore 
the family to Christ more 
speedily. ) 

Consider how the Church 
prepares herself for her Be- 
loved. The richest and most 
beautiful vestments bedeck 
her priests .. . and make us 
all realize a little better Who 
is praying and before Whom. 

The husband, too, sym- 
bolically speaking, is Christ 
. and the wife is the 
Church. That fresh well- 
ironed house dress that is so 
easy to slip into just before 
he comes home from work 
. is a “vestment” too... 
that shows clearly one’s love 
for the beloved. That simple 
colorful housecoat that can 
be put on, for the quiet even- 
ings after the children are 
all settled, with soft slippers 
to match ... that is again a 
“vestment” that softly sings 
of yet another phase of the 
same love. 

And The Incense 


The incense at High Mass, 
slowly rising in a thin blue 
smoke, fills the chuch with 
a strange compelling smell, 
that makes even the most 
dull realize the majesty, the 
beauty, that fills the drama, 
the sacrifice, that is forever 
re-enacted before their eyes. 

Perfume .. is the incense 
of love between husband and 
wife. It speaks its own per- 
suasive language. Whisper- 
ing of the beauty and ma- 
jesty of wedded love. Of the 
understanding that through 
this love we worship God. 
That in this love all of us is 
involved ... heart, soul and 
body . . . and with all of 
these we love . . . we worship. 

Perfume is the incense of 
married love. It belongs 
there. Unwedded youth does 
not need yet its subtle lang- 
uage. It should glory in its 
perfumeless chastity. In the 
clean smell of soap and 
water, sun and fresh air. Its 
time is not yet. It will come 
on its wedding day, when, 
like the Church, the maiden 
will adorn herself for’ her 
beloved. 

As I listened to the Gloria 
floating upward, upward — 
as a song of adoration 
should ... right to the 
throne of God . ... I thought 
of the sublime poetry of that 
immortal Canticle of Can- 
ticles, which portrays so 
openly, yet so hiddenly, the 
love of Christ for His spot- 
less spouse, the Church. 

And a verse of it came to 
my mind — “THY HAIR IS 
AS A FLOCK OF GOATS 
WHICH COME UP FROM 
MOUNT GALAAD...” |. 

The Beauty of Hair 


Hair... the crowning 
glory of womanhood. So 
beautiful that poets and 
kings sang its glory! So “of 
the woman womanly,” that 
St. Paul bade women to 
cover their heads in Church 
... but perhaps because 
their hair may have dis- 
tracted men from God. 

As the Mass went on, I 
saw the Church in all its 
beauty . . . and remembered 
she demanded that all the 
Pee ne ee eee to 

rist be, upon the 
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By Dorothy 

October has passed. With 
it, God’s glory burst forth 
again in Combermere. Now 
the leafless trees, gray sky, 
and the red robe of leaves on 
the ground, bring closely to 
mind the most_ glorious 
moment of Christ’s life on 
earth — the tall tree of the 
cross reaching into the dark- 
.ened sky and the crimson 
cloth at the foot of it. 

What a triumph _ these 
signs are for us and how 
happy ye are in this death 
of the earth; for once more 
His glory is announced to 
us! 





It Ain’t Like It Was 


Life in Madonna House 
this fall is a sharp contrast 
to autumn last year. When 
B. ‘and Eddie were away in 
Europe, six of us worked, 
sang, prayed, and walked 
home from church together. 
Loneliness, and holy fear of 
the task ahead, sometimes 
crept through into our im- 
mense joy of being called by 
God to serve Him through 
our vocation to Friendship 
House. 

This year, on Thanks- 
giving Day, we had much to 
be grateful for. We have 
truly been showered with 
His blessings. The house is 
crowded with staff workers, 
staff worker applicants, vol- 
unteers and guests. There 
were 43 of them one week- 
end. Less than half were 
passing guests. 

Of the twenty odd people 
who remained in Madonna 
House, two have decided to 
give up their present jobs, 
and spend a part of their 
lives serving God as F. H. 
volunteers. 

St. Martha’s, our new 
house, is now occupied by 
our women personnel, but 
even before we moved in, it 
-was too small to accommo- 
date all of us. Two of us are 
now rooming at the home of 
our dear friend and neigh- 
bor, Mrs. Margaret Hudson 
: Our Growing Pains 

We have grown physically 
in the past year; and ardent- 
ly we pray that we may also 
grow in the love of Christ 
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and His mother. We would 
like to ask you, our readers 
and supporters, to pray that 
we may always co-operate 
with His grace. Your prayers 
are so necessary to us. The 
knowledge of your pleas 
ascending on our behalf 





gives us courage to continue] P 


in our attempts to keep 
showing our love through 
service and sacrifice. 

The nearness of Christmas 
is upon us since your boxes 
with toys, jewelry, and 
clothing, have started arriv- 
ing. The yearly task of un- 
packing and sorting has be- 
gun. We must commence our 
preparations for our child- 
ren’s Christmas party at an 
early date. Several hundred 
children from Combermere, 
Madawaska, Palmer Rapids, 
and other nearby centers, 
are already anxiously look- 
ing forward to it. Thanks to 
your donations in past years 
we have been able to gladden 
the hearts of many of 
Christ’s beloved children. 

Now At St. Martha’s 

We have located our cloth- 

ing room in St. Martha’s. 
Lorraine, who is in charge 
of the clothing, is kept busy 
unpacking, hanging, up 
clothes on the rod which 
stretches from one end of 
the basement to the other, 
and lovingly serving Christ 
in her needy neighbors. 

On the main floor, which 
is one large room, our busi- 
ness departments are in full 
swing in the daytime. 

In the evening the room 
is a place of recreation for 
the children and adults. 

Upstairs, which is also 
just one large room, we have 
our girls’ new dormitory 
which we consider a blessing 
indeed. 

But to describe St. Mar- 
tha’s even briefly, without 
mentioning the front door, is 
to leave out one of its most 
important features. For the 
entrance to our new: house 
is painted a striking red. 

Red for the Holy Ghost! 
May He bless and give all 
who enter it His gifts of 
wisdom, understanding, and 
love. 





THEY KNEW HIM 


(Continued from Page Two) 
their Clothing in religious 
habits, shorn of their hair. 
The ceremony of that shear- 
ing is moving. It brings to 
the onlookers the finality... 
the completeness of the sur- 





render from the world... of]. . 


those whose hair the bishop 
cuts with blessed scissors. 

Woman’s hair! Her 
strength. Soft. Long. Beauti- 
ful. How few were allowed, in 
the old days, to see its full 
glory at night, when in the 
intimacy of wedded life the 
wife undid her hair, and 
sitting down brushed it to a 
glimmering, shimm ering 
shininess! 

Woman’s hair. . . that her 
children loved to braid and 
unbraid. Woman’s hair that 
set her so apart ...a queen 
amongst men. Woman’s hair 
into which men buried their 
faces to find shelter and 
strength, love and compas- 
sion! 

Even Christ knew the 
touch of a woman’s hair. For 
Maria of Magdala used it to 
wipe her tears off His Sacred 
feet. 

Where is it today? 
Crew Cut Cuties! — 

Short shorn locks lie flat, 
like a man’s war helmet, 
around women’s faces. Gone 
the beauty beheld only by 
a husband, of a woman’s 
hair against a pillow. Of a 
woman brushing hair that 
fell like a cascade of strange 





beauty over her shoulders. 
Long hair that bound a 
man’s heart to that of a 
woman. Bound it with the 
gossamer strands of’ her 
very womanliness! | 

Yes ... I participated in 
a beautifully sung High 
Mass, in a convent chapel 
. and thought of the les- 
sons the Family Apostolate 
could learn from the Church 
when she bedecks herself to 
worship and love her Be- 
loved. 

I pass them on to you, my 
married friends. Perhaps 
your meditations at some 
High Mass... will take you 
even further. 

And Here’s a Recipe 

Beef Stroganoff (a fairly 
cheap meat dish for our 
times). 

To one pound of hamburg 
meat, take three medium 
onions. Slice thin. Mix well 
with meat. Place the mix- 
ture on a hot frying pan. 
Pour boiling water until 
covered over. Let simmer ’til 
all redness is gone ‘from 
meat. Take one can of 
evaporated milk. Pour over 
mixture, keep simmering 
until meat mixture is fairly 
dry-looking. Serve on but- 
tered toast, with mashed 
potatoes, and vegetables of 
your choice. 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


(Continued from Page Two) 
clothing ‘it can lift. 
All trees learn that they 
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must die, and all trees pre- 
pare themselves for death— 
except the lordly evergreens 


$iwhose spires keep pointing 


eternally to heaven. (What 
beautiful ermine stoles the 
Lord will wrap around their 
shoulder in the months to 
come! ) 

Few men know when they 
will die. There is no regular 
season for them. Few are 
repared when death is 
ready for them. They could 
take a lesson from the trees. 
They could begin to strip 
themselves of their leaves 
now, their silver and green 
leaves, their gold and black 
leaves, their riotously red 
and yellow leaves — they 
could begin to shed all their 
follies, foibles, faults, weak- 
nesses, attachments to ma- 
terial things, their self-love, 
self-respect, self-adoration, 
self-satisfaction. 

Feel Cold Today? 

They could begin, wisely, 
today. The winter might 
pounce on them tomorrow, 
or this afternoon or evening. 
Then it would be too late to 
begin anything at all. 

If it is good for a tree to 
bare itself to all the fury, or 
the benevolence, of God; it 
is good for a soul to stand 
thus naked too. And it shall 
stand naked — exposed — 
whether it strips itself or is 
stripped by the blast of God’s 
chill breath, or by His awful 
lightning. 

Death comes to the poplar 
grove, sometimes, even in 
the middle of its merriest 
dance. Death and change — 
and no more stories, and no 
more music and no more 
movement of the _ limbs! 
Death comes to a man, some- 
times, even in his most am- 
bitious moment. Death and 
change. Purgatory. Or heav- 
en. Or the fire of hell! And 
no more scheming, and no 
more plans for conquest, 
and no more women or wine 
or song, and no more chance 
of helping his soul attain the 
joy and peace of God that it 
was destined to attain. 


All things die. All things 
will live again. Pray for the 
dead and the dying that to- 
morrow they may pray for 
you. 

Black type. Sorry! It’s all 
I have. Please make the best 
of it! 





The 
Thirtieth Psalm 


In Thee, O Lord, I put my 
trust; 

Let me not be put to shame! 

Because of Thy justice rescue 
me! 

Turn to me Thine ear! 

Swiftly rescue me! 

Be to me a protecting God! 

And a place of refuge so 
that Thou mayest save 
me! 

For Thou art my strength 
and my refuge; 

And because of Thy name 
Thou wilt guide me, and 
foster me. 4 

Thou wilt loose me from th 
snare which they have 
secretly laid for me. 

For Thou art my Protector; 

Into Thy hands I entrust 
my spirit 

Thou dost rescue me, O Lord, 
Thou faithful God! 











Thou hatest those who hold 
to vain idols. 

But I do put my trust in the 
Lord. 

I exult and rejoice because 
of Thy goodness: 

For Thou dost look upon my 
humiliation, 

And bringest rescue to my 
soul in times of need. 

Thou dost not surrender me 
into the hands of enemies; 

Thou settest my feet in open 
spaces. 





for I am straitened! 

Mine eye is dim because of 
trouble. 

For my life is passing away 
in pain; 

And my years in sighs, 

My strength is weakened 
through misery; 

And my bones are shaken. 

Because of all my foes I have 
become an object of bitter 
reproach; 

Even to my neighbors, and 
to friends have I become 
an object of dread. 

They that see me abroad, do 
fly from me. 


To oblivion I am abandoned 
altogether, like one dead; 

I am become like a shattered 
vessel. 

For I hear 
many, 

Who dwell round about; 

When they gather together 
against me, 

They plan to take my life. 

But I put my trust in Thee, 

O Lord! 

I say: Thou art my God! 

In Thy hand .is my fate; 
snatch me from the power 

Of my foes and persecutors! 


the censure of 





PASTOR: BONUS 


Let Thy face shine upon Thy 
servant; 
Save me for the sake of Thy 


mercy! 

O Lord, let me not be put 
to shame, for I cail on 
Thee! 


May the godless be brought 
to shame and cast down 
to the underworld. 

May deceiving lips be silent, 

Which speak evil things a- 
gainst the just man, 

In pride and contempt. 

How rich is Thy great good- 
ness, O Lord, 

Which Thou storest up for 
those who fear Thee, 

Which Thou dost accom- 
plish for those that trust 
in Thee, 

Before all the world! 

Thou dost shield them with 
the protection of Thy 
countenance 

From the disturbing schemes 
of men; 

Thou dost shelter them in 
Thy tent from the cal- 
umny of tongues. 


Blessed be the Lord! for, in 
wondrous fashion, He doth 
show 

His mercy towards me, 

In a city besieged. 

I had said in the dismay of 
my mind, 

“I am cast out from Thine 
eyes!” 

Yet Thou dost hear the 
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Have mercy on me, O Lord, words of my prayer 


When I cry to Thee! 


Love the Lord all ye that 
worship Him; 

For the Lord demandeth 
loyalty, 

And he doth fully requite 
those that act proudly. 
Do bravely, and let your 
courage be strengthened— 
All you who trust in the 


Lord! 
(Translation by the Very 


Reverend Patrick Canon Boylan) 





The Princess 
From 


Roller Skate Hill 











Do You remember 
on roller skate hill 

Your dear voice spoke to me, 
solemn and still? 

Ah, I remember the 
startling surprise 
of love-lit castles 

In Your eyes! 


“You'll be my Princess, 
I’ll be your King, 
You’ll wait on Our Lady— 
a service to sing 
joy into hearts 
now tuneless and drear— 
What happier future 
can I promise, dear?” 


And do You remember 
stars for a crown? 
with angel sequins 
for my gown? 
If I’d be Your Princess, 
And You’d be my King. 
Would I have a circlet of 
Heav’n 
For a ring?... 


These memories, I cherish, 
sewing on serge, 
and washing the dishes 
with no one to urge... 

Is this being a Princess? 

Ah, yes, indeed! 

I have a galloping waxer 
for fiery steed, 

a thousand Sisters, 

and houses, galore, 

with hundreds of babies 
to litter the floor; 

and the wisdom of ages 
to impart— 

For You, Sweetheart. 


I live a long way 

from roller skate hill, 
But I’d never go back 

to dreams flying by 
While I can be poor, . 
will-less, and pure ’til I die. 
For then, I’ll never be poor 
anymore, 

With a King, to adore! 


Yes, I am a Princess 

serene and wise, 

Who lights the candles 

in a Child-King’s eyes! 
—Sister Mary Ursula 


, 
uu 


SMALL STONES 





(Continued from Page One) 
There are many peoples who 
love not, for they know not 
truth. 

Each individual is import- 
ant — though he may be 
small and seemingly lost in 
the great: cathedral of hu- 
manity. He may be only a 
small stone in that cathe- 
dral. But if there were no 
small stones, there would be 
no edifice. 

We, the people, must first 
know truth, ow it well. 
Then we must fight for it. 
We must fight whole-heart- 
edly for truth — that it may 
persist, that it may reach 
even to the deserts of com- 
placency. 

We, the simple of heart, 
must fight to uphold the 
at ace tig that are taught 

y teachers of truh. For even 
truth can be meaningless 
unless it be incarnated, de- 
veloped, and projected into 
the lives of people to benefit 
and enrich them. 

It is the ple, the in- 
dividuals, who ec the 





flame high, and who fight 
that it may remain free. 
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House Built 
-On A Rock 


.By Mrs. Robert Rock 











(Continued from September) 
Now comes my daily visit 
from Satan. “Lie down, gal,” 
he coaxes. “Everything is 
‘ nice and quiet. Get a good 
book and a box of candy and 
just forget about everything 
and everybody. There will 
always be a tomorrow... ” 

“Listen, hopeless,” I sneer. 
“Get on back where you 
came from, if you know what 
I mean.” 

“But, dear, think of your 
health! You owe it to your- 
self and your family to...” 

Sound As A Rock 

That one always stops me 
for a moment, so I take 
stock. How do I feel—and be 
honest, Katie. Frankly, 
there’s a lot of life in the ole 
gal. As for the family, my 
conscience agrees that it is 
better to work hard when 
they are not with me, and 
relax when they are. So 
there, ole Satan! Out of my 
way, and may bad luck fol- 
low you always. 

“Hi, dear God. It’s nice to 
have YOU here again. Here 
comes those awful, tedious, 

- monotonous, distasteful 
jobs. Please help me _ love 
them, so that I will love You 
better and harder.” 

This time of day I offer 
up for all Friendship Houses, 
in which all are welcome, 
black or white or yellow, to 
share God’s material goods 
and to learn to know and 
love Him well; houses in 
which the workers’ have 
traded the pleasures of a 
happy-go-lucky life for a 
home among God’s poorest, 
most neglected, most des- 
pairing souls. 

Friends of God, they are, 
living according to the per- 
fect pattern of chastity, 
poverty, and obedience; with 
no means of rigs a except 
what God sees fit to send 
them through His friends. 

This hour or so I unite 
my work with theirs, and my 
backache with theirs, and 
ask God to let my little 
efforts help in that glorious 
work. I pitch into it whole- 
heartedly. Gather up that 
mop and pail, Katie Rock, 
and scrub that ‘bathroom. 
And just make sure you 
step on it; there’s ironing to 
do, you know — and take a 
look at that woodwork. 

A Story of Catherine 

Once I casually asked a 
riest if he knew Catherine 

oherty. The scrubbing gets 
leasanter when I remember 

is reply. “Brother! Do I 
know her!” And he told me 
all about it. Seems the 
superior of his Order likes 
his priests to visit Friend- 
‘ship House in Harlem when- 
ever they are in New York. 
My friend was in the City 
for only a day, on business, 
and although he was hot 
and tired when he finished, 
‘the decided to look’ in on 
Friendship House for a 
moment. 


“Luckily,” he went on to 
tell me, “Catherine was in 
when I arrived. I managed 
to find a half-way comfort- 
able chair, pulled out my 
cigarettes, leaned back to 
relax, then said, ‘Now, tell 
me about Friendship House.’ 
“Better yet, Father, Pll 
show you. Come on.’ 

“Before I could light a 
cigarette, she was striding 
out the front door. As we 
hurried through the hot, 
crowded street, she seemed 
not to be aware I was huff- 
ing and puffing along. Ap- 
parently she knew all the 
shopkeepers because’ she 
spoke to all of them and 
called each by name. We 
paused a minute by a door- 
way, and while I tried to 
catch up on my breathing, 
she bent down over a very 
old, withered colored woman 
who let out a wide grin. 

“‘How are you _ today, 
darling?’ 

“<“Pretty good, ain’t com- 
plaining.’ 

A Grin And A Kiss 

“‘“God love you.’ The B 
flashed a big grin herself, 
and kissed the top of the 
old woman’s head. Then she 
looked up to see me standing 
by and said, ‘Almost there, 
Father.’ 

“Soon we entered a musty, 
dark hallway. All I could see 
were stairs and stairs and 
more stairs. 

“‘How far do we go?’ 
hopeful that I was, that one 
floor would do it. 

“All of them, your rever- 
ence,’ was her cheerful reply. 

“Well, up she went, talk- 
ing all the time, but don’t 
ask me what about. It was 
all I could do to follow. On 
the fifth floor she _ said 
‘That’s all,’ most sweetly, 
and knocked on a _ door. 
There was a scramble of feet 
towards us. The door opened 
on a flock of little colored 
faces and we went in. 

“ ‘Here we are, Father!’ 
As she was talking, she was 
putting on an apron and 
rolling up MY sleeves. ‘This 
good mother is sick and 
can’t get out of bed. These 
five little children need 
scrubbing, and this floor 
needs scrubbing. WHICH 
will you take?’ 

iT managed to mumble 
‘The floor.’ 

“Ages later, when we were 
down again on the street, 
Catherine held out her hand 
to me, smiled most gracious- 
ly and said, ‘You asked me 
what we do at Friendship 
House, Father. Now you 
know. Good-bye, thank you 
for coming to see us. Please 
pray for us. We need your 
prayers so. Oh, by the way, 
have you an extra dollar? 
We’re running out of pota- 
, SAP es 

“Yes, Katie,” finished 
Father wryly. “I know Cath- 
erine Doherty.” 

A Scrubbing Priest 

From my own floor, I 
laugh out loud to think of 
that particular priest scrub- 
bing. Now my own job is 
over and it wasn’t too bad. 
Up goes the ironing board 





and out come shirts and 
ruffly little dresses and do- 


dads that look dumber by 
the minute. Pretty soon I 
can’t think of anything 
funny about anybody. The 
telephone rings, and when 
I answer someone asks me, 
“Will you please play A 
Room Full of Roses?” 

They think I am the radio 
station. Our numbers are 
similar, and this happens all 
day. 


Saint Elizabeth of Hungery 
(1207-31)—November 19 


I’m just on the verge of 
telling “someone” that I 
won’t play that or anything 
else and that furthermore, 
etc., etc. Instead I haul out 
my tonic for such times: my 
grandfather who has been 
dead for seven years. All my 
relatives have always told 
me I am exactly like him, 
which suits me fine, because 
I can blame all my faults on 
Grand-dad and heredity. 

It so happens that he was 
a model of impatience, a 
specialist in impatience, a 
veritable fountain of im- 
patience. However, with a 
heart so tremendous and 
with charity as great as his, 
I’m sure he is in Heaven. 
I’ll bet all the saints worked 
on his entry just for his good 
company. So I go back to 
finish the ole ironing with 
ole “Saint Jeff” and I get 
almost cheerful thinking 
about some of his lapses 
from patience. 

Grand-dad was a_ bank 
president for many years. 
His bank was only a half- 
mile from his home, in the 
little country town where we 
lived. One morning he tried 
to telephone “my _ grand- 
mother. The line was busy. 
He tried again. Still busy! 
Absurd! Fantastic! He buz- 





zed for his stenographer 
(who was sitting three feet 





away) and barked: “Take a 


telegram! 
Local.... 
The Western Union boy 
arrived and carried off the 
message to his office, where 
it was teletyped, sealed and 
delivered to Grandmother. 
But everyone in town knew 
the contents before she 
opened it and read: 
MRS. JEFF HOOD STOP 
LOCAL STOP 
HAVE CABBAGE FOR 
DINNER AND HANG UP 
THE DAMN TELEPHONE 
STOP. 
CLEMENT JEFFERSON 
HOOD 


The St. Joseph 
Society 


Mrs. Jeff Hood, 














A new group called the 
St. Joseph Society has been 
organized at Falher, in the 
Vicariate Apostolic of Grou- 
ard, Alberta. Their aim is to 
help students of the mission 
territories of Northern Can- 
ada and the province of 
British Columbia to become 
priests, religious, and lay 
leaders. Similar groups are 
now functioning in the 
Maritimes and Central prov- 
inces of Canada. 

Bishop Henri Routhier, 
O.M.I., of Grouard. Alberta, 
and Bishop Anthony Jordan, 
O.M.I., Vicar Apostolic of 
Prince Rupert, B.C., have 
approved this new society. 
Father Joseph Forget, O.M. 
I., Rector of the college at 
Falher, Alberta, is the Presi- 
dent. The Vice-President is 
Father Fernand Thibault, 
O.M.I., Rector of St. John 
College, Edmonton. 

The St. Joseph Society 
has adopted three students. 
Two brothers, members of a 
family of sixteen, are now 
studying at Notre Dame Col- 
lege, Falher; while the third 
attends the University of 
Ottawa. 

Any benefactor willing to 
contribute funds or aid to 
the maintenance of one 
student, communicate with 
the secretary, Father Paul- 
Emile Sanschagrin, at St. 
Tite, County of Laviolette, 
Quebec. 





Who Wants 
To Adopt A 


Missionary? You? 











If, tn your charity, you 
want to help some of the 
missionaries working in the 
wilds of northern'and west- 
ern Canada, among the In- 
dians and the Esquimaux 
and the wolf-packs, please 
write to Msgr. McDonagh, 
67 Bond St., Toronto. He will 
furnish you — or your or- 
ganization — the name of 
some poor priest who can 
use everything you can send. 
Clothing. Rosaries. Candies. 
Books and Magazines and 
Papers. Food. Money. And 
your constant prayers. 


JOE NOBLE JOINS 


(Continued from Page One) 
at the same old time — only 
it was a Saving time 
— but there wasn’t any 
wilderness around me. I 
found, to my delight, I had 
left the wilderness behind 
me. 

In the near future, if it 
be God’s will, I shall become 
a staff worker in Madonna 
House, therefore united to 
the family of one of the 
many Lay Apostolates of 
Catholic Action! 








The Magnificat 








Our Blessed Mother, on 
the occasion of her Visita- 
tion to St. Elizabeth, her 
cousin, gave voice, under 
divine inspiration, to a 
canticle of praise and love 
to God, which begins “My 
soul doth magnify the 
Lord.” 

Since that day, thousands 
of people repeat the same 
words to God — priests and 
monks in the Divine Office 
daily at Vespers, the relig- 
ious in their convents, and 
holy lay people throughout 
the world. 

What did Mary mean when 
she said that her soul mag- 
nified the Lord? To magnify 
means to make greater, to 
enlarge, to add something 
to. Can human beings add 
anything to the great God? 
The answer is Yes. 

Theologians explain it in 
this way: 

God is all glorious. That 
is, He possesses glory to an 
infinite degree. But His 
glory is of two kinds, in- 
trinsic glory, proper to Him- 
self, and extrinsic glory — 
that given Him. 

Therefore, before the 
world, or the angels, or 
human beings, were created, 
God had all the glory that 
was His, within Himself. He 
did not need any other 
being. He was happy and 
sufficient to Himself. But 
out of His goodness and love, 
He did create the world, and 
the angels, and men. He 
created angels and men 
with free will, so that they 
could freely choose to serve 
Him or not to serve Him, to 
give Him glory, or not to. 

And thus, every angel 
who chants to God; “Holy, 
Holy, Holy,” is actually add- 
ing something to His ex- 
trinsic glory. And every man 
or woman or child who says 
the ‘‘Glory be to the Father,” 
which is called a Doxology 
or prayer of praise, is actu- 
ally adding something to 
God, is.truly magnifying 
God. If the person never 
said that particular prayer, 
then, for all eternity, God 
would not possess that little 
bit of added glory; and, on 
the other hand, the more 
one prays the more glory he 
adds to God. 

Yes, Our Blessed Mother 
was perfectly correct when 
first she said those words: 
cmt soul doth magnify the 

ord.” 





—Rev. John Callahan 
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